was all over. I was terribly upset, Professor. I had neve
seen anyone die before. I cannot believe that one mus
die—even now I can't. I have always just lived—I hav<
always imagined that life was eternal."
"It is. Life // eternal, Fraulein Willfiier," saic
Ambrosius.
** Is it ? " she replied, and looked at him trustingly.
There was something childlike and warming in hei
glance and in the little question; something which made
the Professor feel as happy as she herself had felt a
short time previously with the baby's little fist in he*
hand.
" We will assume that it is/' he said. " Yes, we will
believe that there is something eternal in life beyond the
individual. You know that new stars are born every
second. Not merely new people, no, but new stars,
young and burning, which will make new paths in the
cosmos—circles, ellipses, parabolas.... But I am poach-
ing on my colleague Bihlmayer's preserves there, and we
wanted to talk of ourselves. Your father was a wonder-
ful trraty But we haven't lost him for ever. His pupils,
his work, remain. And some of his personality must
surely live in yourself? "
** Yes—I will do my best, Professor.**
f< And what is going to happen to your studies now ?
Are you—in difficulties? Are—I mean—are circum-
stances changed ? " asked Ambrosius.
"Difficulties? Oh, yes! But I have managed it. I
bave managed to arrange things so that I can finish my
studies/* said Helene, and smiled under her cheap little
Telt hat. " It was very difficult. Of course, there is no
noney* and I'm not on the best of terms with my step-
nother- But I came of age last year. There is still a small
egacy from my mother and with that I should be able
:o struggle along to my finals* I have reckoned it all out,
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